n8      FROM   A   COLLEGE   WINDOW
were on the verge of grasping some momentous
secret, as if only the thinnest of veils hung be-
tween me and some knowledge that would set
my whole life and being on a different plane.
But the moment passes, and the secret delays.
Yet we are right to regard such emotions as
direct messages from God ; because they bring
with them no desire of possession, which is the
sign of mortality, but rather the divine desire to
be possessed by them; that the reality, whatever
it be, of which beauty is the symbol, may enter
in and enthral the soul. It remains a mystery,
like all the best things to which we draw near.
And the joy of all mysteries is the certainty
which comes from their contemplation, that there
are many doors yet for the soul to open on her
upward and inward way: that we are at the
threshold and not near the goal; and then, like
the glow of sunset, rises the hope that the grave,
far from being the gate of death, may be indeed
the gate of life.